
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Hello to Family & Friends               Monday, February 22nd 2021    Day 36 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

A daily journal of my travels and adventures in my…..Search for Eldorado 

 
 

 

 

My mission today is to 
visit…..missions. But first, I 
found an empty parking lot last 
night from which a policeman 
chased me at about midnight. 
He said the park closes at 
sundown and laughed when I 
said “you mean I can’t spend 
the night here?” I finished the 
newsletter and drove to a 
different WalMart. This one 
has, ROW 19 RV’s, and a 
couple others parked here so I 
think it will be ok.  
This morning I visited WalMart 
and actually found the produce 
shelves relatively full. However, 
bakery was scarce, and I could 
count the total number of meat 
packages on ten fingers. I don’t 
even think there was a meat 
department employee in the 
store. 
Back to my mission….there are 
four San Antonio missions 
other than the Alamo, so let’s 
get started. I drove to the first 
one which was not too far 
away. 
 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

Basically this courtyard is 
surrounded by walls. 
These were good sized 
open areas. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This is the entry portal to the 
courtyard. Everyone had to be 
checked in and allowed to pass. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

This is an interesting 
story from inside the 
church. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Left - Inside the church. No mass going on this time. 
 
When the River Walk was extended eight miles south, it was 
designed to include four of the missions along the San Antonio 
River that could be hiked or biked or driven to. Since I had not 
been on the bike for awhile I decided to take in the closest one 
upon my trusty electric steed. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This is the curious door 

 

Alright, only two more missions to go, three if you count The 
Alamo. Yeah, I’ve had enough also. But a couple miles down 
the path is the Espada Dam, which one report called the most 
picturesque spot on the River Walk. It’s a nice paved trail all 
the way with an info plaque here and there and possible some 
wildlife. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Do you count turkey vultures enjoying a 
meal, wildlife? No? How about the 
turtle below that climbed onto the rock 
to get a little sunshine? He had very 
little of that last week. 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Obviously, this portion of the 
Acequia has been redone with 
modern methods, but read the tiles 
below (which was a really cool way 
to do it in my opinion) and you will 
most likely be as amazed as I was at 
the longevity of early construction 
methods. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This dam is almost 
300 years old. 
 
Below is the modern 
dam with a flood 
control area. 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
In eighty short years an entire town just disappears. Where did all those buildings go to? I’m pretty sure 
they didn’t use the same construction methods as the Spanish did at the missions, with the exception of 
this one remaining building, otherwise they would probably still be here. 
 
I returned to the RV and started down the driving portion of the Mission Trail. After stopping for lunch at a 
nice overlook of the river I almost drove right under a low bridge. Ten feet five inches of clearance and the 
RV is eleven foot one. There was no warning from the RV system about a low clearance. Fortunately I 
caught it in time and was able to back up and get on a different road. This ruined my leisurely drive to 
Hemisfair Park and put me back on the highway. There was no one in the parking kiosk when I pulled up 
so I asked a policewomen parked just inside the lot. She said they don’t allow tow trucks in here, but that I 
should pay at the Tower ticket window. The ticket lady told me the kiosk is usually manned by 2:30. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

My walk around the Hemisfair grounds 
brought me to this display, the start of the 
Acequia. More a piece of artwork than the 
real McCoy. 

The garden is a play area for kids. I didn’t 
really want to be found as a single old man 
taking pictures of kiddies, so I refrained from 
using the camera. 
 
With very little left to see up here I headed to 
the River Walk once again. There is an area 
called ‘The Grotto’ which my research found 
interesting. And I was right. 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
The light was right for this one. 
 

I love the sound of rushing water, waterfalls, 
rapids, babbling brooks, I could listen to them all 
day long. I also like the hidden nooks and 
crannies that are hard to find, most likely 
because they are also usually empty of crowds. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The Tower does 
not open until 4 
p.m. and it was 
time to head back 
there. This made 
it necessary to 
once again pass 
through ‘The 
Grotto’ on my 
way back. 

I walked through the River Center shopping mall, 
had a frozen yogurt, walked through the Menger 
Hotel and met up with Teddy out front by the 
Alamo. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I walked over to the kiosk to pay and the girl told me that 
since no one was there to collect when I arrived I could park 
for free. Guess where I’ll be parking for the next few days (not 
overnight). 
 
Built in 1968 for the Hemisfair, the Tower of the Americas is 
750 feet tall, taller than the Space Needle in Seattle. The bar 
and restaurant rotate, which I forgot about until just now, darn 
it, but I wanted to get daytime and evening photos from the 
same point on the observation deck. I also found a lot of 
interesting facts and photos. But first, the Hemisfair fountains. 
Very cool. 
 

 

 

This is what dancing 
fountains look like when 
there is no water. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I don’t believe I ever owned a 
coon skin cap à la Davy 
Crockett, but I’m willing to 
bet there are a few of you out 
there who did. 

Just a quick shot of the 
Alamo Dome Arena next 
door. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Those pesky camels just keep 
popping up every trip don’t 
they? I include this one because 
of the last sentence. I had not 
heard that before. 
 

Is it just me, or does this 
story sound strangely 
familiar to you too? 
 

Good old Roy and Trigger. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I did expect to see more info about Quantrill’s Raiders while I 
was down here, but this is the first time. But hey, that is one 
scary looking dude is it not? Hmmm…I was just looking it up 
to see if I should add some of the info here, but a search of 
John Quantrill returns William Quantrill. I can find no info as 
to why this photo has the name John instead of William. If 
you can find it, let me know. Anyways, just a note that Frank 
& Jesse James rode with Quantrill. 
 

Even though The Alamo did 
not arrive in theaters until 1960 
I assume this photo is for that 
movie. I know it took the Duke 
a long time to convince a 
studio to make, and for him to 
find financing. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Not that I ever looked that closely 
at the Mexican flag, but I found this 
rather interesting. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Above – Downtown San 
Antonio in the daylight from 
730 feet up.  
 
 
Center – How about a little 
‘Where’s Waldo?’ Can you find 
the RV in the parking lot 
below? 
 
 
Bottom – Looking south from 
the tower 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
I was waiting for the sun to go down when I 
heard the whomp, whomp, whomp of a 
helicopter rotor. He was flying away from me by 
the time I raised the camera. A few minutes later 
I heard him coming back and was getting pretty 
close, so I snapped the award winning photo 
below. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

San Antonio at night.  
 
Not quite the Las Vegas strip photos that cousin Al sends me, but not bad. 
 
As I was leaving I caught the fountains once again, this time all lit up.. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I told you I was going to get high today, 750 feet high to be exact. 
 
It was a pretty laid back day, a little hiking, a little biking, some beautiful views. Just preparing my mind 
for museums tomorrow. 
 
I also made a reservation for an Historic Ghost Walk. That should be interesting. 
 
There is a little more Teddy Roosevelt memorabilia in the Menger as well as the bar where he recruited 
Roughriders. I did not check that out today. 
 
Only one other item to pass on, many of you know it already but today, February 22nd, is my dad’s 99th 
Birthday. I know he reads my newsletters every day. He even brought up some memories from that trip 
in 1968 when I talked to him last week.  
 
Happy Birthday Dad!!!!   Love you!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 


